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Halloween is a love/hate holiday for me. Let me explain. 3 
I don’t mind dressing up in costume. I don’t mind staying out late 
in runny nose weather. I don’t mind stealing other people’s gas caps or 
lighting trash cans on fire. What I mind is the groveling. Sure, any 
holiday worth its salt (i.e. any one where I get free stuff) requires a bit 
of kissing up. And for Bar Mitzvahs, weddings, and birthdays, it is 
always wise to throw an enticing party to make sure you score a good — 
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Editors haul. But what other time of the year would you have to walk from 
¢Full Cro —- Moly Scott Whitmore house to house like a Fuller Brush salesman to get your share of | 
¢ Shimano A20 Shifter Sam Cannon ae nae Re <r | 
i Managing Editors t stmas, presents appear right under the tree. All you have to 
* Toe Clips 37 3969 i ene = 47 do is wake up and it’s there. At Easter, the Easter Bunny hand (or 
$299 While Supplies last 1155 N. Canyon Rd. Provo Kathryn Hall paw) delivers you a basket full of those tasty Reese’s Peanut Butter 
Next to Bamboo Hut Campus Life Editors Eggs, if you have the right Easter Bunny. And that’s.reason enough 
Clay Callawa for a holiday. At Thanksgiving, well, if you’re smart, someone else 
Pp RE S | a | tis Devil Kimball cooks for you and you offer Py set the table. Then Halloween comes 
s otc AV O Ov E E 9 3 VAN N D Assistant and you’re dressed up as Bo Duke or Strawberry Shortcake or 
THE RFTU RN OF THE ENGLISH | BE AT& THE SPECI ALS Matthew Workman whoever and you start knocking on the doors of houses you wouldn’t 
Religion Editors think twice about running past on any other day. 
[> — C. oe | J™. | Yvette Young So not only are you begging shamelessly, you’ re putting your life 4 
—_ 1S Sunny McClellan on the line. Not only could a child molester or a witch open the door 
Arts & Letters Editors of any one of these houses, but you never know if the candy they give 
Buffy Visick 


you is safe. Although Mrs. Turten is nice to you during the rest of the 
year, who knows what kind of evil powers take over her body on this, 
the Devil’s night out? She could slip you a tainted Almond Joy that — 
looks like any other Almond Joy. Worse yet, she could slip you a box 
of raisins, which is far worse than a poisoned candy bar. 

This brings me to the love part of my love/hate relationship with 
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1s ee be ee Halloween. The love part comes in when, after pounding the * 
ee Calendar Editor pavement for three or four hours, you dump all your loot into a - z 
Jennifer Burrill Tupperware bowl and begin the post-Trick-or-Treat bartering session. Es 
Art Directors Being a large family, we had a regular confectionary flea market every. el 
z Lupe Niumeitolu Halloween night. High commodities, such as full-size Three k 
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en Design Directors change. I had a good deal of luck in improving my lot by using a 
ik SAND \ Nick Zukin bargaining method which combined logic and physical threats. Only 
Scott Whitmore my brother, “Stonewall” Jim, could protect his interests against my 
Ae i LAND Design Staff clever ways. I love that part of Halloween for the great lessons in 
-@THE SPANISH FO RK nik GROUNDS 475 S. MAIN Emily Carlson capitalism that it has taught me. 
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As J alluded to earlier, I also enjoy the pranks that become 2 
somewhat permissible around Halloween time. However, Ienjoyeven ~ 
more when parents bring their children by the next day, making them — 
apologize for their misconduct. One year, Aaron Cohen, and Mr. and 
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Distribution Director Mrs. Cohen, showed up at our door to explain that Aaron had been 
Clay Callawa setting off M-80s in the mailboxes on our block and that the 
HAS LOW Da DOF SOK RECO AEIPE Cay eee seins oe 
LISTEN TO X-96 FOR DETAILS, THIS WILL SELL OUT! Chris Cox didn’t like Aaron, so that was cool. 
Copy Editors Anyway, I guess it’s that time again. A complicated time. Maybe 
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that’s why there aren’t any Halloween carols. You don’t know 
whether to say good or bad things about it. It’s a time to grovel. It’s a 
time to bargain. And whether you love it or hate it, or both, it’s a 
tradition. So have a happy Halloween. As for me, I'll be at the Student 
Review Halloween Wing Ding this Friday so I can Trick-or-Treat in 
dignity. And so I can get a kiss from Matt Workman. 
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eSerge Martinez (Winter 1992-Fall 1993)-Serge first joined 
Student Review as a staff writer and went on to hold positions as a 
distributor and Campus Life editor. He has left Student Review in 
hopes of graduating within the suggested four year deadline. He is 
survived by David Kimball and Clay Callaway. 

Chuck Stubbs (Fall 1993)-Chuck was good, maybe too good. He 
served briefly as Art Director this Fall, then left with little 
explanation. We did recently receive a letter from Chuck which 
contained a touching poem about his undying love for SR, along with 
his severed pinky. | 

We sure do appreciate the effort these ex-staffers put forth and we 2 4 
wish them luck. RIP, y‘all. Bs 
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BYU, UVSC, SR,Tthe 
Church of Jesus Christ of 
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: All Hallow’s Eve 
Idolatrous Hell 


by Clay Callaway 


Ke with the recent campus life tradition of bringing 


forth the past of BYU Campus life, we now turn to the 
hellishly ghoulish Halloween History. 

eIn 1967, President Emest Wilkinson banned Halloween 
from campus. “If we don’t stop this pagan worship right now, 
we’ll soon have students protesting the Vietnam War. Or starting 
a Richard Nixon fan club on campus. I’m not sure exactly what, 
but something evil like that.” Pres. Wilkinson also banned the 
colors orange and black from campus, forcing the Cougareat to 
discard two tons of Halloween cookies that had orange and black 
frosting. Candy Corn, one of the Bookstore’s biggest seasonal 
sellers, was also removed from shelves. 

*In 1966, President Emest Wilkinson manned the Primary 
Fund’s Kissing Booth at the ASBYU Halloween Festival. He 
raised $12. 

In 1968, ‘“Ernie,”’ President Wilkinson’s Halloween alter 
ego, led the children of BYU students and employees trick-or- 
treating through the ASB offices wearing a large purple dinosaur 
costume. — 

eIn 1982, students stole the Blue Ribbon pumpkin from the 
Utah County Fair. Although it weighed 120 pounds, the pump- 
= kin was hoisted to the top of the Kimball Tower and dropped 
onto President Jeffrey Holland and eight freshman entering the 
building for a ward activity. None were injured. 
eIn 1988, the Cougareat marked Halloween by selling only 
pumpkin pie the entire day. They also sponsored a pumpkin pie 
eating contest, won by an anonymous freshman living in Taylor 
Hall who ate 23 pies. Grand prize was a free pumpkin pie from 
the Cougareat. : 
eIn 1954, BYU psychologists, afraid that the term trick-or- , 
treat would inspire acts of vandalism and other criminal activity, 
suggested that BYU students and other Provo residents use 
instead the phrase “tango-or-treat.” If residents did not have 
candy to give tango-or-treaters, they would instead have to tango 
with them. Children would then not be forced to play a trick on 
the non-givers. A test run done the night before by BYU 
students proved disastrous when a BYU student unfamiliar with 
the tango punched a BYU psychologist who did not have candy 
for him. Special bulletins the next day urged residents not to try 
the tango-or-treat method and return to trick-or-treat. 


Household 
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Minute 


by Heather Bigley C 


‘alloween is back and with it comes that age old question: what should I be? Here’s your dilemma. 
You have no money, no time, and you’re headed for the ward party—i.e. no masks or cross- 
dressing. For some reason, people feel this confines their costumes to a certain time period. (How 
many guys were The Fonz at last year’s party?) You know you can do better. You want to wow your 
colleagues with your Halloween savoir faire. I have been in this same situation many a time and I’ ve 
concluded two things: 1) there are costume ideas all around you, and 2) the only thing that matters is if your 
costume makes sense to you. ; P 

An example of this would be the Halloween when I was fifteen. I was sitting at home handing out candy 
with my sister Jen and my friend Babs. It was almost nine o’clock and we were tired of watching our candy 
disappear into the bags of obnoxious ten-year-olds. We decided it was our turn. With only an hour of good 
trick or treating left, we raced around the house looking for something to pass off as a costume. Over our 
fireplace hung a large black eagle carved out of wood. I strapped it to my head with bungee cord and rope 
and I became Politically Correct Eagle. Babs borrowed my family’s collection of miniature international 
flags, stuck them in her hair, and was the United Nations Building. Jen wrapped herself in sheets, put a 
pound of bananas on her head, and transformed into Woman Indigenous of a Third World Country. On 
Halloween, people seem to reward the guts it takes to knock on a stranger’s door and ask for candy, not the 
time you put into your costume. Needless to say, we scored big that night. 

See how easy it is? Everything in your house or apartment could be a dormant Halloween costume. 
Gather all the dirty dishes you can find, carry them around in a plastic basin and you are a kitchen sink. 
Write obscene poems all over your clothes (assuming you know some) and turn into a bathroom wall. Wrap 
yourself in toilet paper and be a mummy. Put a pillow under your sweatshirt and be pregnant. (If you are in 
a singles ward, stress to your bishop that you are in costume.) 

Don’t feel restricted to representing tangible objects. Tie heavy objects to your feet and go as the Law of 
Gravity. (Note: Do not go near any deep waterways in this costume.) Wear old, torn clothes, cover yourself 
__ in bandages and be the Aftermath of Sherman’s March to the Sea. Dress in blue and tell everyone you are 

Sadness. 

Have fun with movie titles. If you’re an especially large person, wear pink, orange, and puce and be 
Clash of the Titans. Spray yourself with inordinate amounts of cheap perfume and be Scent of a Woman. 
Tie long pieces of brown string to the bottom of your pant legs and go as Roots. The possibilities are 
endless. So stop worrying that you don’t have bobby socks or a poodle skirt. You’d make a better bathroom 
wall, anyway. : 3 
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Fun for Everyone! 


Halloween season is upon us, so I guess that makes this a 
good time to talk about free food and how you can get some. 
As you historical buffs may know, Halloween started as All 
Hallow’s Eve. You historical buffs may also know just what 
that holiday was about, but I personally have no clue. It may 
have been a day honoring the dead, or it may have been some 
ancient society’s way of predicting the coming of Alice 
Cooper. The important thing to remember is that not many 
people know or care—what else can account for the bizarre 
holiday we now celebrate? 3 

Not that I’m complaining. I think Halloween is great, and 
you should too. Many students fail to realize the great 
potential Halloween has for generating free food. In just a few 
short hours, an experienced trick-or-treater can accumulate 
well over 15 pounds of candy. That’s enough to keep me fed 
for almost two days. If you’re a student on a budget, there’s no 
better deal on this earth. I even found trick-or-treating to be a 
creative way to stretch the finances while serving a mission 
(really!). That’s why I’m amazed that more BYU students 
don’t hit the streets each October 31st and claim what is 
rightfully theirs. Sure, there’s not much stuff to be had in the 
student neighborhoods, bat if you head up to Indian Hills it’s a 
virtual Bonanza O’ Candy. In some places it’s considered bad 
manners to trick-or-treat in a neighborhood other than your 
own, but don’t let that trouble you. Think of this as your way 
of getting back at them for sending their kids to student 
neighborhoods every time they need to sell candy. 

Despite this, most students still won’t go trick-or-treating 
this Halloween. Perhaps most people have too much pride. 
Maybe they don’t think that 22 Fun-Size Milky Ways 
constitute a full meal. Never fear, I think I’ve found a solution. 
That’s right, I’ve invented an adult version of trick-or-treating! 
This Halloween, just go to your favorite restaurant and have 
yourself a really spiffy meal. When the server hands you the 
check, just put it in your pocket and yell “trick or treat.” 
Running would also be a good idea at this point. Don’t worry 
about the police—they’1] be too busy responding to vandalism 
calls to bother with dine and ditch problems. 

Speaking of the police, I feel like I should call them up and 
request special protection. The anonymous mail is starting to 
arrive at my home again and it’s starting to concern me. I get 
about one piece of anonymous mail per semester and it’s 
usually not a problem, but this last letter is a different story. It 
told the story of a reader who got turned on to my column 
about a year ago and began having “a great deal of respect for 
my mind.” This reader attended a Student Review meeting and 
secretly discovered my identity. Now it seems I have a class 
with this self-described secret admirer. The letter ended with, 
“T hope to hear words from you directly one day,” which 
seemed a strange request coming from a person who didn’t 
sign a name or even put a return address on the envelope. _ 

Soon after I read the letter, the phone rang. “Uh, is Matt 
there,” the voice asked. “This is Matt,” I answered. “Yeah, that 
penis article was a work of art,” the voice continued. I thanked 
the mystery caller, who hung up as soon as I completed my 
sentence. 

Now I’m convinced I’m being stalked. I am also worried 
about what this might lead to. What if the letters get more 
violent and the mystery author feels the need to shoot Rex Lee 
to impress me? What if this person takes a cue from that nut 
who always breaks into David Letterman’s house? I never 
knew that being a humor writer could be so hazardous. 

There’s not much I can do about this, so I’ve decided to 
fight fire with fire. If my readers can stalk me, then why can’t 
I start stalking my readers? I think I’ll start hanging around the 
Student Review stands and follow people home after they pick 
up copies of the paper. I could stand outside their windows and 
watch as they read this very column. If they laugh at a joke, I 
could bang on the window and tell them I wrote it. As a matter 
of fact, I may be outside your home this very instant. Boo. 
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The Low Down on the Halloween Wing Ding 


by David Seiter 


n Friday, October 29th, 1993, at seven o’clock p.m. (more or less), some of, 
Provo’s freshest bands converge for one of the biggest local music events of the 


year. Is it Provopollooza? The 33rd Semi-Annual Christian Rock Symposium? 
The 1979 Young Ambassadors reunion? Another lovely edition of BYUSA’s infamous 
Battle of the Bands? A performance of the Senior Farmers in Zion Chorus? Close. It’s the 
Student Review Halloween Wing Ding at the Meridian elementary school on 9th East and 
3rd North. And it’s—as they say on X-96—“Oh so much more!” 

What we mean is that in addition to being one big local music extravaganza, rumor has 
it that this here event will include a “frighteningly realistic bowling alley of death,” a : 
kissing booth (with possible opportunities to kiss the Captain Of Luscious Finger Lickin’ 
Love himself, Matthew Workman), bobbing for cantaloupes, smashing rotting pumpkins, 
scream-inducing tales from the King of Macabre Vance Mellon, as well as various and 
sundry prizes. And keep in mind that this whole event is sponsored by everything that is 
cool in Provo (except for Brackman Bros.), i.e. Sonic Garden CD Exchange, Yukon 
Trader Co., and Mama’s Cafe. But since this is the Noise page, and such activities pretty 
much speak for themselves (who could turn down a kiss from Matt?), let’s just focus on 
the music. 

Here’s the line-up: Sleepyhead, Tapestry Drive, Duane & Spanky, Nectar, and Amper- 
sand. These are some of Provo’s finest and lesser known bands, giving you, the lucky 
party-goer, a chance to see something new and different, and giving you a taste of the 
recent exciting growth and development in our humble local scene. This line-up should 
include something for everyone. Let me tell you what I know about these fine bands: 

Sleepyhead: I heard this band for the first and only time at the last Sonic Garden 
tailgate party. They rocked! I was surprized. Opening up with an Alice In Chains cover 
doesn’t exactly create a favorable first impression but they quickly redeemed themselves. 
This should be good medicine for you unruly youth who feel a little out of place among 
the sanitized, red, white-washed, and blue, Christian strains that often fester in this fertile 
valley we call Utah County. Not that Provo hasn’t spawned some good local bands, it 
most certainly has, but it’s not often that a local band is willing to churn out some straight 
ahead, dirt-grinding noise. 

Tapestry Drive: This one is for all the $gooter-clubbing, Britain-loving, ‘60’s-diggin’, 
mod-dressin’, good time guitar-strummin’, left-of-center but testimony-buildin’ people. 
Funny thing is, Tapestry Drive is probably the veteran band on the bill with only two 
years of togetherness under their belt. Fronted by guitarist/vocalist Jason Whitesides and 
guitarist Lee Funes, who have played together in sundry bands since the eighth grade, 
Tapestry Drive is strongly influenced by 60's mod and soul bands like the Who and the 
Jam as well as modern English bands like Ride. Vintage guitars and effects pedals 
combine with a strong rhythm section to crank out power pop that keeps the feet a- 


The Big What ? 


by Dave Seiter 


“..on acoustic guitars until bashing on them took its 

toll and led to drums, amps, and a rehearsal dump.” Rob 
Brill, the band’s drummer, tells the story thus: “Choosing to 
ignore a local club scene awash in spandex and biker mamas, 
we opted to jam away in our dump. Twelve months and three 
gigs later, we signed with Elektra and started recording.” 

Since their 1990 debut, The Big F has toured extensively 
with the likes of Soundgarden, Voivod, and the Buck Pets, 
gaining much needed exposure and experience. They have 
since switched labels from Elektra to Chrysalis and have spent 
several months holed up in the self-proclaimed dump trying to 
hammer out new material. The result is a long-awaited, 
creatively charged, and musically tight sophomore effort 
entitled Js . 

The Big F has come prepared with a versatility reminiscent 
of Zeppelin (a versatility perhaps only true Zeppelin fans would 
be aware of). Their sound runs the range between ferocious, 
thumping metal to fuzzy, pop-leaning alternative. 

Is jumps to a start with “Patience Peregrine,” a song in the 
Quicksand/Helmet vein with pounding rhythms and swirling, 
flanger-distorted leads. The track has already made Metal 
Radio’s Top 15 and has been featured locally on X-96’s ““X-tra 
Hard” show. The Big F follows up nicely with “Way Low To 
Be Low.” With the quick double-bass attack and a melodic 
hook for good measure, the track steps up the energy level and 
becomes all the more endearing for its reference to Utah. “Wicked Thing,” as its name so 
aptly suggests, relies a little more on conventional metal stock. The band salvages the 
track, however, by throwing a few interesting twists in the formula. The Soul Asylum- 
esque “Mother Mary” is a stand-out as it fades into a poppy riff and evolves to a woeful 
chorus. John Crawford, the band’s vocalist, drops the growl in favor of a more mellow, 
melodic approach, until the end when the tempo steps up just a bit, and he belts out, 
“Mother Mary, let me jump your train to salvation.” 

With “Idiot Kid Heads Out,” The Big F is back up to speed, once more kicking out the 
double-bass and glazing it over with a thick, late 70’s super-groupish chorus. That level of 


| ae in the summer of 1988, The Big F began with a couple of guys writing songs 
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THE BIG F 


moving. 

Duane & Spanky: If you frequent Mama's Cafe in the evenings, you will recognize 
these two regulars. They like to have a good time on stage, relying on their musical 
confidence and their fresh tongue-in-cheek humour to improvise and entertain. However, 
I’ve heard on good account that this wonder-duo is gonna unveil some new material anda _ 
back-up band this Friday. This will be a departure from their standard acoustic shenani- 
gans. "An electric, more serious sound,” as Spanky puts it. So bring your cameras. BE 

- Nectar: This has got to be the most exciting band within an 80 mile.radius (at least) at 
the moment. This is how I know: I go to Mama’s late one night and I can’t even get in the 3 
door. In fact, the place is so packed that people are spilling out the door. Turns out some 
band called Nectar is playing. I’ve heard the name before and thought it was a cool name, 
but, boy, was I in for a treat when I heard these three funk it out on stage. Let me tell you, — 
I was so enamored that when Quinn, the lead singer and guitarist, asked for some water, I 
grabbed a pitcher and ran up to the stage, stooping to the level of a common groupie ‘in the me 
service of real talent. Nectar are completely unpretentious, conscious only of making good . 
music. And I wasn’t the only one who fell in love that fateful and magical night. The 
audience got unusually involved (for the typically sedate Provo group), hootin’ and 
hollerin’ along. And they even did a more than adequate Zeppelin cover. And any band 
that can do a decent Zeppelin cover is A-OK in my book. So what do they sound like? 
Well, is “sometimes funky, sometimes jazzy, sometimes bluesy, sometimes folky, mostly 
rockin’” a vague enough description? (All the more reason to check ‘em out yerself!) You — 
know Quinn is doing something right when this beautiful girl walks up to the nerdy 
lookin’ guy after the Mama's gig and gushes nervously, “You’ve got soul!!” Truth is, she's - 
right—expect Quinn and company to throw down some hard fun this Friday. 

Ampersand: Although they're a new entry on the scene, this band from Alpine has 
evolved from an impressive musical pedigree. Former members of Bad Yodelers/Season _ 
of the Spring, Gladbirds, and Iceburn—just to name a few—Ampersand has serious 
performing experience. They must have added Dave Brubeck and Bill Evans (jazz icons, 
you sillyhead) to their musical diet which once seemed only to include bands like Tool, 
Screaming Trees, and Alice In Chains. The result is a sort of droning, avant-garde, jazz- E 
influenced, free-form, anarchy-based, power chord-driven metal. _ Ampersand has already e 
released an album but are just now starting to play live as a group. When these guys are : 
big stuff don't say I didn't warn you. Check them out now, while they're easy (and oe 2 
to see. 

Okay, now you enone the scoop on all the bands. What it all comes down to is the 2 
Student Review Halloween Wing Ding is one musical event you don’t want to miss. Trust | a 
me. Help out our beloved Student Review, hear local talent, ‘support the scene, win cool. 
prizes from the sponsors, see scary people, and do scary things—all in the same evening. 
Now, if that ain’t scorin’, I don’t know what is. 

If you need more info on the HalloweenWing Ding, check the ad on the back page ox 
this issue. 
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energy, holding a deft balance between creativity and familiarity, is maintained through- 
out the remainder of the album. And somewhere along the way, : 
the un-extolled virtues of Motorhead’s pioneering poy punk- ~~ 
metal fusion come to mind. 

There is no filler. Any of the tunes could be a single. The 
gem of the bunch, however, is the last track—a genuine (only 
slightly adulterated) jazz tune entitled “Lube.” Clocking in at _ b. 
just under nine minutes, it is a virtual “jazz odyssey.” It is a & 
showcase—of epic proportions—of the band’s versatility and — 
musical prowess. Combine a traditional jazz rhythm section, 
whispery vocals, late 70s TV theme-tune horns, and bluesy 3 
guitar riffs, and you’ ve got a tune that will hold your attention _ 
for nine minutes and leave you wanting an encore. 

In answer to the three year lapse between albums, Brill - 
explains that, “...when you have three [jerks], each one witha _ ae 
no-compromise attitude, and put them in a room to write with , 
no preconceived ideas, you’re gonna be confronted with a time- 
consuming, all-encompassing, emotionally charged, and 
frequently [screwed] up situation.” The result: a productive, 
creative tension. And if nothing else, the months of rehearsals 
enabled The Big F to record Is totally live—an amazing 
accomplishment, especially considering its polished sound. 
® In a later comment on the band’s creative process, Brill - 

exposes another key to the band’s success. “You’ve got to push, — 
es) | push and push to find your musical soul.” The Big Fhasno " 
room for complacency. ee 

The Big F has been accused of having an intelligent pe rightly so. Brill sums 
up the band’s political stance as he explains some of the tracks on the album. ‘“‘FeFoFi’ a 
and ‘Way Low to be Low’ put forth the question: Is not life about either wallowing in or wot 
dangling just above that black vacuous void? ‘Mother Mary’ proclaiming that breathing i is 
being...And let me not fail to mention that ‘Mama Jame,’ ‘Lube,’ and ‘Gone Ancient’ all 
set you squarely on the path to enlightenment.” If intelligence includes such a sensible _ 
artistic perspective, then the band has something to say. As Brill advises, “Put Is on, 
succumb to it, and we’ II talk.” 


Volume : A New Kind 


of Music Magazine 
by Michael Ridd 


abilities are, nothing can substitute for actually hearing the music. Englishmen Rob Deacon and 
Robin Gibson, founders and editors of Volume magazine, seem to have found a solution. 

Deacon and Gibson began Volume in 1991 to showcase various styles of modern music. Each issue of 
Volume contains a 79 minute CD (typically 18 tracks) featuring all of the artists interviewed. Though other 
magazines, such as the new consumer editions of CMJ, have recently begun to include free CDs with their 
magazines, Volume was the first to consistently include a CD as an integral part of each issue. In addition to 
pioneering what is probably music journalism’s greatest innovation, Volume continues to stand out among 
other magazines. 

Generally, all ofthe tracks #3 \ 

CD are Snares and other- § V 0 l ul me 
often include remixes, live : 
upcoming albums, and 

The editors are commit- 
spotlighting diverse genres 
reggae, industrial, techno, ¢ 
and hip hop. 

Volume presents re- 
New Order, The The, Belly, 
Bjork, andthe Breeders. Each 
one new artist. Daisy 
in the first issue, went on to # 
with “Love Your Money.” 
first in Volume include 
Sermon, Papa Sprain, and 

Highlights of Volume , have been Suede’s 
acoustic version of “My In-# satiable One,” 
Strangelove’s moody “Zoo’d Out,” Macbeth’s beautiful cover of “Help Me Lift You Up,” and the vocal 
version of Orbital’s “Belfast.” The most popular Volume track yet is Cocteau Twins’ infamous interpreta- 
tion of the Christmas classic “Frosty the Snowman.” 

What makes Volume more enjoyable to read than many music magazines is the enthusiasm of the 
writers. Instead of being overly critical as many music journalists are, the staff of Volume actually seem to 
love music. But that doesn’t mean they take it too seriously. Each issue has numerous humor features, such 
as the hilariously wrong “Encyclopedia of Rock.” 

At almost 200 pages, Volume is more of a book than a magazine. And with its square, CD case shape 
and its exotic and colorful marine life covers, Volume is definitely unique. 

Rob Deacon and Robin Gibson have not yet managed to get Volume onto a regular release schedule. 
Currently, it comes out whenever they get one finished, which has been about four times a year. Yet even 
with its chaotic release schedule, Volume still seems a step ahead of the competition. It is an informative 
and entertaining source of music news and the CD never fails to deliver exciting new sounds. 

Until recently, Volume was available only as an expensive import but now it can-be found stateside. Ask 
for it at Crandall Audio in Orem or Sonic Garden CD Exchange in Provo. 


No Rest For The Wicked 


by Mathias Polder 


T= biggest problem with music journalism is that no matter how sharp the writer’s descriptive 


rey on the accompanying 
es! wise unavailable. They 
~) Cuts, previews of 
. unreleased material. 
ted to eclecticism, 
such as indie, dub 

ouse, grunge, ambient, 


nowned artists such as 
, Throwing Muses, 
ay issue also debuts at least 
= Chainsaw, who debuted 
, have a major British hit 
| Other acts appearing 
* Strangelove, Flower 
@ Sabres Of Paradise. 


t’s always exciting to find an unknown band—one that is just as good as (if not better than) the currently 
trendy bands, but which you can call your own. Such is the band Unrest from Washington D.C. 

Unrest got its start in ‘82 when Mark Robinson (vocals and guitar) and Phil Krauth (drums) got the 
idea to form a punk band while still in high school. They thought it would be fun to “make a racket.” Four 
years later they released their first LP, Think of S.E. , on Robinson’s own label TeenBeat, which he ran from 
his living room. Their second LP, Malcom X Park , was also released on TeenBeat, while their third album, 
Kustom Karnal Blackxploitation , was released through Caroline. 

Unrest went through a few bass players before ending up with Bridget Cross who also contributes her 
vocal talents. She first heard the band on the radio in 1988. ‘““‘Ooh! Ooh!,’ I thought. ‘Cute voice.’ So I 
thought, ‘Hmm, I’m a cute girl. Maybe I should join that band!’” Four years later she did, and Unrest put out 
their fourth album, Imperial ff.r.r. , on Guernica, a 4AD affiliate. 

Now it’s 1993 and Unrest has their fifth album and an EP released through 4AD. The EP is entitled 
Isabel Bishop , after the American artist born in 1902, and features seven very enjoyable tracks. The album 
is called Perfect Teeth and contains eleven tracks. The cover features Cath Carroll, a recent solo artist who 
sang for a group called Miaow. 

Unrest has a very distinctive, yet somewhat simple and alluring sound, straying far from their original 
punk roots. They use no guitar effects or synthesizers, being content with only the basic rock implements. 
The first track off their EP, “Isabel,” has a very rhythmic bass line and a captivating singing style. “West 

Coast Love Affair,” off Perfect Teeth , describes a meeting and a kiss in L.A. with Krauth on lead vocals, 
Robinson providing the harmonies, and Cross completing the sound with a repeating, droning bass line that 
lulls you into carnal security. 

Before signing with Guernica, Unrest championed the seven inch single. As Krauth remarks, “Singles are 
cool because you only have two songs on them—they tend to be proper songs, as opposed to a full album. 
It’s like a statement. Singles are a lot more fun to go out and buy, ‘cuz they’re so cheap.” 

Melody Maker interviewed Unrest when they signed with Guernica. The British magazine implied that 
some felt the band was betraying the “kids” by leaving their own TeenBeat label and the underground scene 
they were so much a part of. Robinson replied, “The kids don’t really like us and I don’t know of any to 
betray. Why are they so disappointed that we’re going to be on Guernica?” Melody Maker replied, “Because 
they don’t like Robin Guthrie’s (Cocteau Twins) production techniques.” “But he doesn’t have anything to 
do with us,” exclaimed Robinson. 

And it’s a good thing Guthrie doesn’t have anything to do with Unrest. Unrest is a group that represents 
something pure about rock—a return to the time when a couple of guitars and a drum kit were all that was 
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Accounts of Abuse in Mormon Communities 


Abuse at Work 


ollowing are excepts taken from 
F letters written by a female BYU 

student during the summer of 1993. 
These letters were later retrieved to be 
used as legal testimony against a man 
charged with sexual harrassment. The 
author of this article hopes that hers will 
not be seen as just another sensationalist 
story, but will make more students realize 
that yes, this can happen to you or toa 
friend—but also that yes, you can find the 
courage and fight back. 

6/21 “Dear Jean, Work is Fine. Enoch, 
the V.P. of H—, treats me like a queen. 
He’s very friendly, to a point of 
questionable, but I trust him. He just stands 
closer to me than others and he always 
looks in my eyes when he talks to me. I’m 
not worried, considering Enoch is 55-ish, 
happily married (I’ve met his wife) with 3 
children all older than I am. 

6/24 “Dear Jean, I’m really 
scatterbrained right now. I’ Il just tell you 
the story and you are brilliant enough to see 
through the mayhem and understand. 

“Today at work, I asked if I could see 
Enoch. I needed to talk about a raise. 

“So we talked. Enoch made some 
suggestions. Then he got up. Time slowed 
way down. All afternoon this sequence 
clicks through my head...slowly, 
agonizingly slow. Enoch stood up. He 
walked around the desk. Three even 
footsteps. Step. Step. Step. Then he sat on 
the edge of his desk. Our conversation was 
closing. I stood to leave.” 

The details of what happened next don’t 
really matter. He put his hands and lips 
where they didn’t belong. They call it 
sexual harrassment. I guess now I’ma 
number—lI join the too-large ranks of 
others also terrorized. What an honor. I 
escaped Enoch as soon as I could. 

“My hands were black. Shock had set in 
and my circulation shut down. That I could 


convince everyone else at work that I was 
fine says that I can still act. 

“T am so confused. I keep thinking that 
maybe this is my fault. I try to find what I 
did wrong. I don’t dress wrong. The dress 
code at H— is even more stringent than 
the BYU code, so it couldn’t have been 
my clothing. I don’t act sexy or come on 
to them. I don’t think I do. 

“TI wish I could cry. I wish I could talk 
to you, Jean. I honestly need a friend right 
now. I am being such a wimp. I guess it’s 
okay because tomorrow I will be strong 
again. Strong and independent. And I will 
probably regret being so easily upset. 
Unfortunately, there are still many hours 
before tomorrow.” 

6/25 “Dear Jean, Enoch called me in 
today. I stood in the doorway. He was 
dazed for a moment then snapped to 
attention. He said, ‘I was just day 
dreaming about you. Don’t worry, I won’t 
touch you again. I just like to dream. 
Anyway, I hope you know that I still 
respect you.’ 

“T returned to my desk and shook for a 
while. Respects me?? He Still respects - 
me? Who attacked who? Another unstable 
day on the job: another day with a mask. 

“A mild depression has set in. I sleep in 
spurts and eat constantly or not at all. It 
would be nice if I could recover soon.” 

6/30 “Dear Jean, I finally told my boss. 
It was so humiliating. My boss confronted 
Enoch. Enoch blamed me. He said that I 
attacked him. How could he lie like that? 
Soon word got around and the whole 
company knew. They all look at me funny. 
A summer job isn’t supposed to hurt this 
much. 

7/2 “Dear Jean, men'scare me now. 
I’ve lost so much of my trust. I always 
thought the first married man to kiss me 
would be my husband. Sick irony stares 
me in the face now.” 

The whole situation reeled out of 
control. My boss hired a lawyer and the 
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questioning began. I didn’t want to go to 
court or ruin this man’s life. After Enoch 
returned from his convenient vacation, I 
confronted him. He admitted he lied and 
begged for mercy. 

I did the hardest thing I’ ve done for 
awhile. I forgave him. Completely. 

He left the company. 

: Anonymous 


Escaping the parents 


Whenever someone asks me why I came to 
BYU, I always answer: “Because my 
parents wanted me to.” The real reason is 
that I hated my family and anyplace away 
from them was as good as the next. So, I 
came to BYU certain that life would get 
better, no matter how much I didn’t want to 
be at a Mormon school. I was right, life got 
better. I was free to make my own choices 
and take the consequences for them. But the 
consequences here weren’t the ones I was 
used to. Here I didn’t get screamed at, 
demeaned, or hit. Actually, home life hadn’t 
seemed too bad. There were a lot of rules 
and not a lot of understanding. But I 
considered myself lucky. My parents were 
still together and I didn’t get beaten. 

Three years and a psychology minor 
later, I look at my family life a little 
differently. As a freshman I knew that the 
hatred and indifference I felt toward my 
family were a result of the fact that I was 
intrinsically evil. Now I think that my 
hatred came from a very different source: 
abuse. 

Everyone gets mad at their kids, many 
parents spank them. The same was true in 
my family. But when my mother got mad it 
was because I was a bad person. She would 
yell a variety of insults including, “Other 
kids don’t give their parents this much 
trouble,” and “You are worthless.” She 
punished me and my siblings by loading on 
chores. If we did them well there was no 
yelling. If they weren’t done perfectly we 


endured more yelling. If we cried to much 
or didn’t cry at all during’her yelling she = 
would get enraged and “spank” us. Later 
when we became immune to her arm 
strength, she started kicking us as we 
walked by. She always managed to control 
herself before she punched, pushed, or in 
any other way seriously harmed us but - 
nonetheless, she was physically abusive. 
After a time I was secure in the knowledge 
that I was worthless. There was no amount — 
of achievement that could validate mein 
her eyes. But that did not stop me from 
trying. I slept less than most graduate = 
students in order to get good grades and 
win numerous scholastic and 
extracurricular awards. My mother’s 
response was to berate me for neglecting 
the family. Nothing was good enough. 

When I came to college I started to 
realize that it was unhealthy to try to 
achieve as much as I did. I started to | 
recognize the worth of my : 
accomplishments, and eventually I started 
to see my own worth. Recently, I have 
talked to some family members about my 
childhood. I was surprised to find out that 
the emotional and physical abuse was so 
pervasive in my life that my extended ; 
family knew about it and dreaded coming 
to visit. I was also surprised to learn that 
my mother’s abusive tendencies were 
mirrored by my father’s neglect. As a 
priesthood holder and at times a member of 
the Bishopric, my father had engaged in 
countless affairs and was psychologically 
abusive to my mother. The family _ 
skeletons don’t stop there. As I talked to ; 
family members, I found a long chain of 2 
physical, sexual, and emotional abuse. I 4 
found dozens of family members who need 
to heal and are afraid. I found an entire : 
family hiding behind a mask of 3 
dysfunction, afraid to remember, afraid to 
repent of abusive acts, afraid to heal, afraid 
to love. 


a 
i 
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Anonymous 
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A House of Love 


by Amanda B. McPeck 


*d like to start with one major caveat: this article is not 
I intended to approve or disapprove of the Church’s 

stand on issues of abuse. I merely want to relate what I 
have found digging through a fairly vast (since 1982) 
collection of theEnsign. My research method isn’t exactly 
infallible—I simply looked through every single issue I 
own looking for articles that seemed remotely related to 
abuse, including articles about unrighteous dominion. This 
article will hopefully accurately relate what I have found. I 
will simply outline the most important articles, giving a 
representative quote or a brief rundown of the content of 
the article if a representative quote could not be found. 

The first article, “Marriage Without Manipulation,” 
written by Larry K. Longlois, is in the March 1987 issue of 
the Ensign (pgs. 42-46). This article illustrates five 
methods of manipulation or use 
of force in marriages: use of 


frequently it is discovered that the parent was the abuser 
and the innocent child the victim. Shame of the 
perpetrators of such vile deeds. God will hold such strictly 
accountable for their actions.” 

Elder Monson continues this theme in October 1991 
conference in an address entitled “Precious Children—A 
Gift From God” (November 1991 Ensign, pgs. 67-70): 

“If only all children had loving parents, safe homes, 
and caring friends, what a wonderful world would be 
theirs. Unfortunately, not all children are so bounteously 
blessed. Some children witness their fathers savagely 
beating their mothers, while others are on the receiving 
end of such abuse. What cowardice, what depravity, what 
shame! 

“Liars, bullies who abuse children, they will one day 
reap the whirlwind of their foul deeds. The quiet, the hurt, 
the offended child victim of abuse, and at times incest, 
must receive help. 

“The Church does not 


physical strength, misuse of 
priesthood authority, appeal to 
higher authority, use of criticism, 
and use of personal power. The 
main idea of the article is 

- encapsulated in this statement: 

“A central factor in may 
marital disputes is the eternal 
struggle between individual 
agency and force...The mar- 
riages of many faithful Church members are undermined 
by the well-meaning attempts of one or both the spouses to 
force the other to live by righteous principles.” 

The second article I'd like to note is Elder H. Burke 
Peterson’s July 1986 article entitled simply “Unrighteous 
Dominion” (pgs. 6-11). Elder Peterson spends most of the 
article clarifying the difference between righteous and 

_ unrighteous dominion in the home. Though he makes no 
real definitive statements on the issue of unrighteous 
dominion, he does provide a helpful set of questions for 
anyone who is concerned that they may be wielding such 
evil power. 

The next article is by James S. and Jeanne N. Jardine. 
“Avoiding Unrighteous Dominion” from September 1990 
(pgs. 62-66) also attempts to delineate what is, and what is 
not, unrighteous dominion. It also provides a handy 
checklist for those who wonder. 

The next several articles have to do with child abuse. 
The first is Joy Evans’ April 1984 article “Help for Parents 
in Times of Stress: Preventing Abuse.” This article helps 
explain why parents feel compelled to physically or 
emotionally abuse their children. She ends with this wise 
injunction: 

_ “Child abuse is not an isolated event to which most 
people are immune. Almost anyone, given sufficient stress 
and insufficient understanding might react in ways that 
could cause harm to a child. It is therefore important to 
become sensitive to our own needs and the needs of others. 
As we learn to offer (or seek) the kinds of assistance that 
will reduce stress and help parents, we will begin to 
prevent the tragedy of child abuse.” 

In a October 1986 talk entitled “Little Children” 
(November 1986 Ensign, pgs 16-18), Boyd K. Packer 
addressed the problems of adult survivors of abuse: 

“To you adults who repeat the pattern of neglect and 
abuse you endured as little children, believing you are 
entrapped in a cycle of behavior from which there in no 
escape, I say: It is contrary to the order of heaven for any 
soul to be locked into compulsive, immoral behavior with 

no way out! It is consistent with the workings of the 

- adversary to deceive you into believing that you are...To 
you innocent ones who have not transgressed, but were 
abused as little children and still carry an undeserved 
burden of guilt, I say: Learn true doctrine—repentance 
and forgiveness; lay that burden of guilt down!” 

The next article is “A Little Child Shall Lead Them,” a 
general conference address from April 1990 by Thomas S. 
Monson (May 1990 Ensign, pgs. 53-60). He opened his 
talk giving several local (read SLC) examples of abuse 
cited in newspapers. He then made this observation: 

“These are reported cases of child abuse. There are 
many more never reported but equally as serious. A 
physician revealed to me the large number of children who 
are brought to the emergency rooms of local hospitals in 
your city and mine. In many cases guilty parents provide 
fanciful accounts of the child falling from his high chair or 
stumbling over a toy and striking his head. Altogether too 


“A central factor in many marital disputes condone such heinous and vile 
is the eternal struggle between individual 
agency and force...The marriages of many 
faithful Church members are undermined 
by the well-meaning attempts of one or 
both the spouses to force the other to live 
by righteous principles.” 


conduct. Rather, we condemn in 
the harshest of terms such 
treatment of God’s precious 
children. Let the child be 
rescued, nurtured, loved, and 
healed. Let the offender be 
brought to justice, to account- 
ability, for his actions and 
receive professional treatment 
to curtail such wicked and devilish conduct. When you and 
I know of such conduct and fail to take action to eradicate 
it, we become part of the problem. We share part of the 
guilt. We experience part of the punishment. 

An article in the September 1993 issue of the Ensign 
entitled “I Just Need to Cry” (pgs. 22-23), gives a parent’s 
perspective on the effects of abuse on her children. The 
author wished to remain anonymous. She does make the 
point that “the motive of sexual offenders is often power” 
and not sexual gratification. She also shows her surprise 
that “not everyone believe[d] my children.” 


Mean BOOK REVI 


“Healing the Tragic Scars of Abuse,” a well-known, 
much discussed conference talk by Richard G. Scott, 
obviously deserves note here. I would like to quote some 
of the more intelligible things he said: 

“In justice, and to compensate, the Lord has provided a 
way for you to overcome the destructive results of others’ 
acts against your will. That relief comes by applying 
eternal truths with priesthood assistance. 

“Know that the wicked choice of others cannot 
completely destroy your agency unless you permit it. Their 
acts may cause pain, anguish, even physical harm, but they 
cannot destroy your eternal possibilities in this brief but 
crucial life on earth. You must understand that you are free 
to determine to overcome the harmful results of abuse. 

“You may feel threatened by one who is in a position of 
power or control over you. You may feel trapped and see 
no escape. Please believe that your Heavenly Father does 
not want you to be held captive by unrighteous influence, 
by threats of reprisal, or by fear of repercussion to the 
family member who abuses you...1 solemnly testify that 
when another's acts of violence, perversion, or incest hurt 
you terribly, against your will, you are not responsible and 
you must not feel guilty.” 

A recent (January 1993, pgs. 62-67) article “Hope and 
Healing: A Discussion of the Tragedy of Abuse,” by 
Maxine Murdock, goes into great detail into ways of 
healing from, and in some ways, preventing abuse. She 
makes some very astute comments like: — 

“When child abuse involves sexual intimacy between 
the child and his natural, adoptive, or foster parent, step- 
parent, sibling, or grandparent, the crime is labeled incest. 
This crime is so serious that a Church disciplinary council 
must be held for any Church members who is guilty of it.” 

She also quotes Gordon B. Hinkley from an April 1985 
conference talk (an Ensign I couldn’t find, May 1985, pg 
50). “Any man involved in an incestuous relationship is 
unworthy to hold the priesthood. He is unworthy to hold 
membership in the Church and should be dealt with 
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Confronting Abuse 


by Yvette Young 


Confronting Abuse: An LDS Perspective on Understanding and Healing Emotional, Physical, Sexual, Psychological, 


and Spiritual Abuse 


Deseret Book Company, Salt Lake City, Utah. 1993. $16.95. 


The media around the country and world advertise the LDS Church as an organization that values the family. The 
commercials show two parents and one or more children who have some minor problems, but work it out through 
love and communication. Recently, the Church has increased its efforts to make this happy, healthy family a reality. 
In fact, the last General Conference centered its talks around the theme of family. And no discussion of the family in 
the 90’s can be complete without addressing abuse. For several years the General Authorities have included issues of 
physical, emotional, and sexual abuse in their talk itineraries. Why? Because abuse exists, even in picture-perfect 


Mormon families. 


The effects of abuse last long into adulthood, often even affecting the next generation of children. It traps children 
and wives in a cycle of fear and self-loathing. It is debilitating to all who encounter it. Anne L. Horton, B. Kent 
Harrison, and Barry L. Johnson are three LDS professionals involved in family welfare. The have combined their own 
and others’ expertise on abuse in a book entitled Confronting Abuse: An LDS Perspective on Understanding and 
Healing Emotional, Physical, Sexual, Psychological, and Spiritual Abuse. This book looks closely at the many forms 
of abuse. It discusses types of abuse, symptoms of abuse, resources for abuse victims, and stages of healing. In 
addition, it provides guidlines for LDS families in areas of discipline and communication. 

This book represents a valuable resource for LDS families. It presents a variety of perspectives, each with 
excellent support, on options for treatment. Some authors recommend that the family’s Bishop function as guide, 
others recommend a trained LDS therapist. Still others recommend that therapy be prayerfully sought, but needs no 
denomination. While authors may vary in their suggestions for treatment, they are uniform in their condemnation of 
abuse. Abuse is a disgusting violation of power. It is never the fault of the victim. And it is not condoned by the Lord. 

One of the purposes of this book is to free victims of abuse from their chains of self-blame and self-hatred. It seeks 
to help victims identify the incidence of abuse and place it into perspective. It allows the reader to see the needs of 
victims, including the need for anger, and to work those emotions into a pattern of healing, and eventually 


forgiveness. 


The gospel-oriented approach offered in this book should be accepted with caution, however. Many victims have 
been abused by priesthood holders. Many do not trust, or are angry with, God. For many the concept of an eternal 
family is an abhorrent one. While these issues are addressed in Confronting Abuse, the editors mainly chose authors 
who would look at these issues in the perspective of trusting the Savior and developing a relationship with Him. Thus, 
the advice of the book should be evaluated in the context of each individual’s circumstance. Those whose trust in the 
Lord is not damaged can, as the book suggests, allow Him to guide their recovery. Others may need to do as one 
author proposes and seek help outside the Church. For those in the Church who have not studied abuse, this book 
provides an excellent introduction. It highlights the issues of abuse without exempting the Mormon community. It is 
recommended for its approach because of its ability to combine standard psychological approaches with faith in the 


healing power of God. 
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by Jon Eliason 


he next time you sit down to eat a 
| hamburger or a big juicy steak, you - 
could be biting into what some are 
calling the worst environmental destruction 
of the West ever. I’m not saying that you 
shouldn’t eat beef, but I am saying that the 
way our beef is brought to us needs to 
change. The tragic part is that only 2-3% of 
that cattle being raised for beef consump- 
tion in the U.S. is causing the incredible 
deterioration of our lands. With so few 
cattle causing the damage it would seem a 
simple thing to fix; yet things aren’t as 
simple as they seem. 

According to Betty Munis, the 
Executive Vice President of Idaho’s Cattle 
Association, cowboys are the original 
stewards of the land and have the highest 
incentive of all—to protect it for their 
children. Yet the 1988 official GAO report 
states that the Bureau of Land Management 
permits grazing that is damaging to public 
lands. Furthermore, the 1990 
Environmental Protection Agency report 
claims that the riparian, or streamside, 
areas on public lands are in the worst shape 
ever. If protecting the land for future 
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generations is the greatest incentive it 
seems logical that something needs to be 
changed to protect these vulnerable lands. 

Many people wonder what harm a few 
cows eating a grassy field could cause. The 
damage can be extensive. Here in Utah and 
much of the arid west the riparian areas are 
the lifeblood of all wildlife. Cattle grazing 
in riparian areas denudes riverbanks, 
widens channels, and raises water 
temperatures. Grazing effectively alters 
these fragile ecosystems making it 
impossible for many species to survive. 
Each species has its own niche in an 
ecosystem, and the slightest change in its 
environment could cause it to die, affecting 
other species in the ecosystem as well. 

According to research done by the 
BLM, approximately 75-80% of all wildlife 
in the western states depends on these 
fragile ecosystems. By overgrazing, cattle 
ranchers run the risk of losing both the 
water and the plants they depend upon for 
their cattle. As grazing cattle widen 
channels, more water is lost through 
absorption, resulting in more mud and less 
water for the cows to drink. 

Cattle grazing also forces out a variety 


Ancient History 


I keep getting reminders of how old I am, or at least how much difference the 
few years I might have on a lot of the people who read this article makes. 
¥ Bas < se s re One such reminder came with October 15th’s Salt Lake Tribune, in which I 
, learned just how many students don’t read the newspaper, or how soon they 
forget what they have read not too many years ago. 
The story, a short one on pages | and 3, informed me that BYU ranks first 
in “number of students most nostalgic for [President Ronald] Reagan.” This 


is according to The Princeton Review Student Access Guide, a national 
publication that ranks 286 colleges and universities across America on 
matters ranging from academics to activities to attitudes. Over 40,000 


Where’s the Beef Grazing? 


of native plants and animals. The federal 
government spends 29 million dollars a 
year helping ranchers kill predators that 
may harm their livestock. Cattle, with a 
rancher’s help, dominate in competition 
with elk, bighorn sheep, and other 
herbivores for natural resources. GAO 
reports state that more plants in the U.S. 
have been wiped out or put on the 
endangered species list by cattle grazing 
than any other single activity. 

Real dollars just don’t add up when it 
comes to grazing cattle. Grazing fees are 
currently $1.86 per animal unit month 
(AUM), or how much one animal eats in a 
month. The money the government 
receives doesn’t even come close to 
covering the cost the government invests in 
the land for the ranchers’ benefit. The 
deficit is paid for by us, the taxpayers. 
Many conservationalists argue that 
ranchers should have to pay the real cost. 

Bruce Babbit, the Secretary of the 
Department of Interior, has been trying to 
raise the grazing fee to reflect the true cost 
of grazing. Babbit also wants more controls 
put on to help prevent the environmental 
problems mentioned above from escalating. 


We know now that Vice-President George Bush was most certainly at 
meetings in 1984, 1985 and 1986 where the sale of weapons and the cover up 
were discussed, even though the former President had claimed he had been 
“deliberately excused” from those meetings (Schultz 1993, p.809). We know 
Ed Meese lied when he claimed that the CIA had not been recruited by the 
administration to ferry the weapons to Iran, in order to get around a Defense 
Department which wanted as little to do with this criminal activity as possible 
(NYR, June 10, 1993, p.54). We know that former-Assistant Secretary of State 
Elliott Abrams lied to Congress because he and the Reagan administration 
considered themselves to be “at war’’ with Congress, and were opposed to 
giving any information, even under oath, when that information “might help 


them” (NYR, May 27, 1993, p.47). 


But most importantly, we understand the degree to which Ronald Reagan 


It would seem that since ranchers’ highest 
priority is preserving the land for their 
children, then they too should support this 
legislation. 

In the past few weeks Congress has 
moved in response to Babbit’s advice by 
passing legislation that will raise the 
grazing fees to $3.45 per AUM. This is 
below what Secretary Babbit desired, but 
most of the controls placed to protect the 
environment did pass. 

Currently, western senators have agreed 
to form a filibuster to try and gain 
compromises for the ranchers. Our own 
senators Orrin Hatch and Bob Bennett have 
pledged to be a part of the filibuster. Please 
write and tell them to protect the 
environment for ourselves and our children. 


Senator Bob Bennett 

241 Dirksen Senate Office Bldg 
United States Senate 
Washington, D.C. 20510 


Senator Orrin Hatch 

135 Russell Senate Office Bldg 
United States Senate 
Washington D.C. 20510 


Interpretatio 


students submitted answered questionnaires, and no institute of learning 

collectively indicated a greater longing for the “Reagan era” than BYU. 
Interesting. Interesting how the acts and facts of the Reagan presidency 

pale over time before the power of myths perpetuated by opinionated people 


was in control of the operation all along, and how he approved of an arms-for- 
hostages deal while at the same time denying to himself and the public that any 
such thing was taking place. We know that the administration had every reason 
to know as early as July 29, 1986 that they were dealing with the “most 


and periodicals. I admit to being opinionated, but for good or ill, my opinions extreme” factions in Iran (the policy of sales and money funneling continued 


seem to keep me interested in all those slowly emerging facts and figures 
that, like brushstrokes, paint a more and more damning (and insipid) picture 
of Ronald Reagan. Chief amongst those strokes is the Iran-contra affair. 

Oh, I can hear those SRs dropping now. “Give it a break, “ someone says. 
“Who wants to hear about the 1980s? That’s ancient history.” Well, maybe it 
is. Certainly Marjorie Williams of the Washington Post thought so when she 
called Lawrence Walsh a “loser”. Walsh, a lawyer who spent six years as an 
independent counsel investigating the Iran-contra scandal, was, according to 
former Attorney General Edwin Meese’s testimony at Oliver North’s trial, 
appointed by the President for political reasons (North trial records, 1989, 
p.5764). Walsh was “anachronistic,” wrote Williams, in his desire to find out 
the truth of the scandal in the face of the “utilitarian political universe of 


until a Lebanon newspaper revealed the operation in November of that year; the 
denials continued long afterward). Despite the fact that everyone involved in 
this mess, from former National Security Advisor Robert McFarlane (who 
solemnly delivered a cake from Reagan & Co. to the Iranians) to the now- 
pardoned Oliver North (currently running for the Senate in Virginia), portrays 
Reagan as a man misguided and deluded by his advisors, the facts remain. 
Reagan knew about the arms sales, knew that diverting funds was in violation 
of the law, and didn’t see anything wrong with covering it all up (WYR, June 10, 
1993, p.59). 

Why does that offend me so much, and why does it make me think sadly of 
all those who believe Reagan really had what it takes? Sure, it was a while ago. 
Hell, it was two presidents ago. Isn’t the defeat of Bush enough for persons like 


Washington” (Mother Jones, July/August 1993, p.11). No wonder nobody me? 


cared about the Iran-contra affair in the end—nobody, in this political- 
appearence-obsessed age (in many ways initiated by that eternally young 
actor, Ronald Reagan), wants to be accused of caring too much. 

But lies and deceptions and Constitutional violations have a life of their 
own (just ask Richard Nixon), and as Theodore Draper, author of the best 
book yet on Iran-contra, A Very Thin Line, writes, “the affairs refuse to go 
away” (New York Review, May 27, 1993, p.43). Over the last year, new 
information has come to light in the fascinating and often contradictory 
memoirs of Ed Meese and former Secretary of State George Schultz, in the 
final report of special prosecutor Walsh, and through investigative reports by 
Nightline and PBS. The secret (and illegal) sale of weapons to Iran, the secret 
(and illegal) diversion of those funds to the Nicaraguan contras, the Reagan 
administration’s subsequent lies to Congress and the American people are 


now clearer than ever. 
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No, it’s not—that isn’t the point. I am not, and I don’t think anyone who | 
thinks seriously about right and wrong can be either, some sort of fanatic 
legalist. Sovereign borders do not a just nation make, you might say. 
Congressional resolutions do not make a just war. But Congressional - 
resolutions do make the law (see the Constitution), and there is something to 
the integrity of those laws and ideals, especially the ones about telling the truth, 
that speak volumes about one’s moral sense. I don’t think Reagan is a terrible 
man: on the contrary, his willingness to act on principle is a fond memory in the 
face of Bush’s and Clinton’s managerial pragmaticism. But Reagan didn’t 
submit his principles to the laws he swore to uphold. He lied, rationalized and 
dissembled. Maybe it was for a good cause, maybe not. But in the meantime, 
those who lie, be they political leaders, school officials or religious authorities, 
ought to come clean about it entirely. Or they should be history, instead. 

Russell Arben Fox 


‘American Flag 


By Melanie Tolleson-Reed 


have never really thought too much about the American flag. That is until Governor John Waihee of 
Hawaii, my home state, decided to have it removed last January from the State Capital for three 
weeks in remembrance of the overthrow of the Hawaiian monarchy in 1893. 

For him and many other native Hawaiians, the flag stands for imperialism and capitalism. They believe 
the monarchy was wrongfully overthrown and this remembrance would bring support to the sovereignty 
movement. This action prompted several other public schools and offices to remove their American flags and 
allow the state flag to fly alone. It became trendy in Hawaii to trash the flag and the American government. 

Many other residents were appalled by these actions. They were 
not as willing to throw the liberty and freedoms the flag represents out 
the window. They were not willing to denounce the sosecoment in 
favor of sovereignty. 

Could it be in this time it has become fashionable to trash the flag 
and the other symbols of our nation that most citizens revere? To 
remove the flag from public places sends a message out to all that we 
no longer want the flag and the privileges it stands for. We no longer 
want the freedoms and rights granted in the Constitution. We no 
Jonger appreciate the lives that have been lost in the Revolutionary 
War, the Civil War, and the many other times that young Americans 

have died defending the flag. We no longer need the protection and 
security America and its flag provide us. 

Respect does not mean the mistakes of Americans and our govern- 
ment should be ignored, but there are other ways of expression that do not devalue the symbols of our. 
history. If we are upset about the attitude and practices of the government, we have a voice. This country is 
strengthened by opposition and shaped by vocal citizens, but expression does not have to include disrespect 
to asymbol many appreciate. 

While the flag is just a piece of cloth, the meaning behind it is tremendous. Thousands of people have 
fought to keep the flag flying in the middle of wars and revolutions. The flag is part of all of our heritage, 
whether one is White, Black, Asian, Native American, Hispanic, or Native Hawaiian. As citizens of this 
nation we must be willing to uphold and respect the values of our country’s symbols. 


CONSERVATIVE 


ue D G = Giving is Receiving 


by Nicholas A. Zukin 


fq y best friend John often reasons that 
M conservatives care more about people 
than liberals. And though I’d like to 
agree, I usually don't. 

Liberals care more. Often, their caring may 
develop from guilt or ignorance, but they still care 
more. 

Conservatives aren’t heartless, they just have 
different priorities. Generally, conservatives put 
_ themselves and their families first. They prefer to be 
_ left alone to live their lives the best way they know 
how. 

But conservatives, including myself, often ignore 
an integral part of conservative philosophy: charity. 

Charity? Isn’t that the philosophy of liberals? No. 

Liberals believe government can fairly and 
efficiently redistribute wealth, conservatives don’t. 
Result? Conservatives must be charitable. 

There is only one true reason conservatives 
should be charitable—love. Love of themselves, 
love of others, love of God. : 

There are two reasons conservatives must be 
charitable: (1) by helping others they help 
themselves, and (2) it decreases the perceived need 
for government intervention. 

No one benefits from poverty. Henry Ford knew 
that. He purposefully paid his employees above 
market-value wages. He knew it would instill loyalty 
and create customers. 

Likewise, the businessman who helps the junky 
go clean creates a future citizen—a person who will 
buy his goods or be a model employee. No longer 
will the junky steal from the businessman to pay for 
his drugs. The businessman benefits greatly from his 

own charity. 

The college student who befriends an orphan, 
instilling positive values like desire to succeed and 
the ability to discern right from wrong also benefits 
from his charity. The parentless child discovers a 
role model in the college student. The college 
student’s guidance creates a future citizen desiring 
an education and occupation, and detesting crime. 
The college student has begun a cycle of role model 

_ to child relationships. The orphan can pass his moral 
values to his children, and so on. 

I love to discuss charity with liberals. We almost 


B esides saying the Pledge of Allegiance and singing the Star-Spangled Banner at football games, I 


always agree. The problem is not whether charity is 
good or bad, but how it is given. According to 
government reports, an estimated 75 percent of _ 
social spending goes to administration. That means 
only 25 cents of every dollar actually gets to the 
people who need it. 

Given this fact, most liberals agree that charity is 
better given at the local level. As a result, people 
must organize and service their communities. There 
is no arguing, government is inefficient. Even where 
government must be involved (for example, the 
military) it buys hammers for 200 dollars and toilet 
seats for a thousand. 

People volunteering their time and money to 
service their communities means no administrative 
costs. One-hundred cents out of every dollar could 
go to the needy. 

If every community contained people giving what 
they could of their time and money, national social 
spending would be useless. That means fewer taxes. 

It’s not utopian. The LDS church already gives 
the means for members, the object should be higher 
involvement. In places other than Utah it will mean 
organizing through your ward and combining with 
other churches or community organizations. 

I must admit it’s a Catch-22. According to 
numerous studies, as taxes and social spending 
increase, charity decreases. People feel like it’s hard 
enough to support a family, and when the 
government already steals your money, why-support 
someone else? And conversely, if you don’t help 
other people, spending is still going to rise to help 
them, even if inefficiently. 

My suggestion to conservatives is help anyway. 
My suggestion to liberals is encourage them to, by 
not taking away their livelihoods with regulations, 
taxes and government-run social programs. 

Capitalism makes money grow. It created the 
middle-class, and for the first time people weren’t _ 
just looking to the next day for survival. No longer 
do they have to scrape and steal to feed their 
families. They can buy boats and cars and a house 
with a two-car garage on a lake. People can now 
give to those who don’t have money. 

Capitalism allows widespread charity. And since 
capitalism is the economic philosophy of 
conservatives, so should charity be their philosophy 
as well. 


TAYLOR MAID 


FULL SERVICE SALON 


. Especially For You: 
e Shampo, Scalp Treatment, 
Cut and Style $6.00 

(Mon - Thur. only) 
¢ Acrylic Nails _ $19.99 
© 10% off Any Product 
Paul Mitchell ¢ KAVA © 
Alante ¢ AVEDA e OPI 


KMS ° Sebastion 
With Coupon Only 
Call for Appointment 


University Mall American Fork Spanish Fork Down town Provo 
225-9621 756-8249 798-7051 375-7928 


CALL VANCE AOR MELLEN FOR 


226-1795 
Horrifying tales 


that are ACTED LIVE for your party or activity. 


BORED OF 


M@ SkateBoards 
@ SnowBoards 


- Word Ind. - Burton - Jive 

- Blind - Nitro - Vans 

-PlanB ee - New Deal 
- Planet Earth eWare Gave 


Deep 
Conditioning 


ALLEN FRASER 


$15 value 


One Per Costumer 


Conditioning treatment includes scalp and oil 
treatment, hair clarifying and conditioning treatment. 


Call for an Appointment 


40 W. 100N. 375-5368 
CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 
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Confessions of a Tree Hugger 


by David Adams 


at a complete loss. I try to understand the way that other people think—to hypotheti- 

cally step out of my own world view (or at least expand it). Sometimes there’s no 
hope. The actions or beliefs of another strike me as so foreign that reconciliation is not 
possible. At these moments resentment and anger overwhelm me. When I see my own 
insignificance, I often feel impotent and small. When I enjoy the support of others that 
share my views I feel stronger and occasionally stirred to action. This action is fueled by 
moral outrage and a feeling of justification. These are perhaps the most powerful fuels 
known to humankind. 

This “moral outrage” I’ve just 
described is probably the fuel for any 
activist: member of the ACLU, the John 
Birch Society, Greenpeace, the KKK, 
NOW, the pro-life movement, whatever. 
I must reveal my agenda. I am a tree- 
hugger, an eco-head, one of those 
(choose your expletive) environmental- 
ists, perhaps even a “bleeding heart.” I 
recycle, I ride a bike, I even have 
relatively long hair. I was your typical 
Mormon, republican, upper-middle class 
kid. I Thought about a lot of things, but 
hardly ever about religion or politics. 
My stand on those issues was purely 
hereditary. To make a long story short, I 
came to BYU and started to examine 
and learn. I made some startling 
discoveries. 

I had grown up in the woods and had 
always respected and loved nature and I 
had naively assumed that the whole 
world was like my backyard and that 
everybody was like me and my 
scoutmaster (who turned colors if he 
found out we’d ever chopped down a 
live tree). I learned that the world as I 
knew it already didn’t exist and that 
what was left of the wild in the world 
was in grave danger. It didn’t take much 
to convince me. I was young and 2 
impressionable. However, I knew nature: to convince me certs aid have been 
difficult. I’ll refrain from citing statistics. I must admit I find them unconvincing and 
detached. Instead, I want to tell a few stories. 

The wood behind my house in Maryland is not very wild. It’s a large piece of park land 
surrounded by city and houses. Considering the number of people who live around it, I’m 
surprised that it was almost always empty. Empty except for me and my wild-boy friends 
Paul and Richard. We spent about every waking hour in those woods. It would be fair'to 
say that I was raised by wolves. 

Sometimes in the summer little pyro kids would set the woods on fire playing with 
matches. I remember once helping the firefighters by scraping away the leaves in the fire’s 
path with a shovel. Usually those fires were small. 

One time the fire wasn’t so small. I remember coming over the hill the next day and 
seeing the burnt-out section of woods the next day. The ground was a latticework of 
brown and black—patches of dirt and leaves and piles of black charcoal and gray ashes. 


I consider myself relatively informed and open-minded, but occasionally I find myself 


Holistic Hair Cuts 


Salon on the Avenue Gives Everything 
jfrom Massages to Mates 


“We have a lot of fun here. We want 
people to feel better when they leave than 
when they came in,” says Jennifer Helms, 
the owner of Salon On The Avenue. 
They’Il even set you up if you need a date. 
“I’m a good match-maker,” she says. 

If you’ ve got a problem, go to the salon. 
Jennifer says she and her stylist give really 
good advice, but for serious problems they 
will refer you to a psychic that Jennifer is 
fond of. “Jennifer is very cosmic,” says one 
of the stylists. 

Why all this attention about your soul? 
“We care about you,” says Jennifer. 
“Everything affects your hair. If you feel 
bad, then it’s going to affect. your hair. 
That’s why we’ll give you a free head, 
neck and shoulder massage. As far as I 
know we are the only salon that will do 
that.” 


by Brenton Chu 


It will probably mean different things 

to different people, but to me it means 
when I go get a hair cut that’s not all they 
do. I’m tired of all these places that bring 
you in, sit you down and ask a few mean- 
ingless questions like how old you are, 
what’s your major, then say “That’ll be 
fifteen dollars.” Salon On The Avenue is 
nothing like that. As you first walk up to 
the salon, a sign on an isle reads “Free 
Head, Neck and Shoulder Massage.” On 
the other side it reads “Free Consultation.” 
Could this be the place, I wonder? Then as 
I walk up to the counter it’s clinched for 
me. The sign on the wall reads “Love 
Resides In These Walls.” 


J ust what exactly is a holistic hair cut? 
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Long, skinny black toothpicks of tree trunks still stood, giving the hillside an otherworldly 
gloom. This destruction extended into the distance, all the way to the banks of the creek. 
Acres and acres, the product of years of slow growth reduced to ash. The path that once 
snaked through the lush grove now appeared ridiculous and arbitrary, stripped of its 
original purpose and utility. I wandered aimlessly, as a survivor crosses a battlefield. 

Over the next months and years I witnessed a common miracle. The burnt-out grove 
regrew. From out of the black ash, tender green shoots emerged. They soaked up the 
sunlight and grew. Within months small trees stretched upward, straining to rival the 
stature of their blackened ancestors. The next spring, the fire was merely a ghost, a ghastly 
presence in and among the young trees. The forest recovered in a short time (as the patient 
forest marks time), but = eamage pemained ctehed into the memory of a young boy. 

7 Once Paul and I were goofing off 
with fireworks near Paul’s backyard 
and we accidentally ignited some of the 
dry leaves that carpeted the forest floor. 
Panic-stricken, we tried to stomp out 
the fire, but our first attempts only 
caused the burning leaves to fan out. 
and ignite more. The fire spread out in 
a growing circle of flame. We stomped 
and stomped and threw the burning 
leaves toward the center with our 
hands. I came to understand a primeval 
fear of fire: not so much a fear of the 

’ fire itself but a fear of its effects. This 
instinct caused us to react violently in 
order to stop the spread of this fire that 
threatened to destroy our home. When 
we had extinguished the blaze, it had 
burned a circle roughly twelve feet in 
diameter. I realized that I had almost 
been responsible for the destruction of 
the woods that were so profoundly 
mine, yet also not mine. 

This enigmatic sense of ownership 
and responsibility probably explains 
the almost superhuman powers I drew 
upon to fight the fire. Because I 
inhabited the woods I felt deeply 

aay connected to them and therefore 

= = responsible for them. However, I felt 
Ree cies that I did not have the right to abuse it, 
tor I foes it with many; in fact, with all who chose to acknowledge it. This intimate 
relationship that I shared with my childhood environment shaped the attitudes that I have 
about our environment, this earth. 

Because I do not know the large majority of this earth, I cannot feel the connection that 
I had with my woods, but I feel the same sort of responsibility. This earth is mine because 
I inhabit this planet, but I must share it with each and every person and living creature. 

Although it may be within my physical power to use more than my portion, or to damage 

that which does not exclusively belong to me, I do not have a moral right to do so. 

We were all taught as children to respect the property of others and to take care of our 
toys. Many of us, growing up and attaining positions of power, have discarded those 
important lessons. A relatively small group of people is abusing and subsequently reaping 
a large monetary benefit from that which belongs to us all. This outrages me. This goes 
against the lessons that the woods and a ring of fire taught me many years ago. This is 
why I am an environmentalist. This is why I care. 


ie 


Salon on the Avenue is having its grand 
opening October 30. There will be free — 
makeovers, free samples, free massages, 
door prizes, and for Halloween, witch’s 
brew. So if you’re looking for more than 
just a haircut, look around these pages and 
find Salon On The Avenue’s advertisement 
and use their coupons. 


Salon on the Avenue is not just a place 
where they make you feel good. Jennifer 
has some very good products and has. 
recruited some of the best stylists in Provo. 
They all come from a well-known salon in 
Orem called Command Performance. Some 
of Salon On The Avenue products include 
Paul Mitchell and Biolage. 


by Emily Carlson 


trr—the season of chill has just begun. 
A few drops of rain mingled with a 
biting pre-winter wind, and it is time to 
bring the hot chocolate recipes out of the 
cupboard. ..or at least to reach for the old Swiss 
Miss just-add-water standby. 


Hot for 
Chocolate 


*Even if after you’ ve given into the Choco- 
late Lover’s Dreamboat, you still want more 
decadence, add about 2 tablespoons of 
coconut milk for every cup of milk, and 
you'll have a rich, creamy, and any other 
anti-diet word you can think up cup of hot 
chocolate. 

All of the above delights can just as easily be 


thursday 28 - Cory DeMille 


Continued... 


Abuse 


Get Out of the Kitchen 


I do not like chicken bouillon in my pasta sauce, but 
because I had a boyfriend that did, I bought it in bulk. 
There’s nothing intrinsically wrong with bouillon; the 
problem is that I gave “Brother Bouillon” all the power in 
the relationship. He would even decide what we ate, and I 
would buy it. It was a perfect co-dependant relationship, 
and chicken flavored pasta sauce was only a small part of 
the problem. He ate any spiritual, emotional, financial, and 

_ physical food I gave him and took seconds without asking. 

In our society, men are generally the abusers. President 
McKay has said, “Tt is not a sign of love to indulge 
someone in their weaknesses.” It is not love to endure 
abuse in the name of charity. The idea that love includes 
abusing someone or letting yourself be abused seems 
blasphemous to me. 

God does not approve of abuse. He does not abuse His 
power. And I cannot imagine an exulted Heavenly — 
Goddess living as a victim. Heavenly Gods and Goddesses 
are equal in power, might, and dominion. Because 
exaltation is my greatest desire, I decided to quit being 
victimized. I realized that I was priceless and I got 
ANGRY that I had been/was being abused. But I took _ 

"courage in knowing that I could overcome any trial given 
to me. 

My first battle was to take responsibility for my 
relationship with Brother Bouillon and for my actions. I _ 
won it. I won the next battle each time I refused to take 
responsibility for his actions. Battle three was waged 
against that part of me that was destructively critical and 
unforgiving. I won this battle as the victim inside learned 


to be Christ-like, compassionate, and self-loved. 

Mini power wars erupted as I tried to disconnect myself 
from him. I started saying “no” to him but he didn’t seem 
to listen. But every time I said no I got stronger and my 
voice got louder. After one painful incident I realized he 
was choosing to ignore me. I was so angry that I decided to 
remove him from my life. It was easier said than done. He 
hadn’t been listening so far and he didn’t start then. One 
time he borrowed my Italian seasonings unbeknownst to 
me so he could make sauce. A couple of days later when I 
wanted to make sauce, I discovered that he had my 
seasonings and I called him. He had used the whole bottle 
so he offered to give me the remainder of the sauce. He 
brought a huge tupperware bow] over and I used what I 
needed. The next time he came over he said he needed to 
go to the store because he had no food. I took his sauce out 
of my fridge and handed it to him. He said he couldn’t take 
the sauce because he had come with his friend Jeremy on 
Jeremy’s motorcycle and would have to hold on to Jeremy 
on the way home, I sarcastically said, “Jeremy will support 
you through this.” “Dude, take the sauce” Jeremy said. He 
said he’d come back later for it and put it back in my 
fridge. “Just take it now,” I said. “Dude, take the sauce” 
Jeremy said again. Again he said he’d come back later for 
it. “It is taking up space in our fridge,” I said. He looked in 
the fridge and said, “Oh like there’s not a lot of room in 
here.” “Dude, take the sauce” his friend politely 
commanded. “You just don’t want me to come over!” 
Brother Bouillon exclaimed as he grabbed the sauce out of 
my fridge and slammed door. I was silent and Jeremy 
scooted him out the door. 

I did not have a problem with him coming over. I had a 


allieween at 
Mamae’s Cafe 
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wednesday 27 - open mike 


& saturday 0 - 
Great Halloween Party 


On cold wintery nights when it’s too late to concocted using one of the many brands of 3 M = 
his Juice and Java, nothing feels better than instant hot chocolate so readily available on the featuring: I t j 
warming our hands around a steaming mug of grocer’s shelf nearest you. These are fine for M ahogan 
chocolate decadence. everyday, butwhen you are craving something bf 2 
No matter what your level of kitchen along the lines of your favorite cafe and it’s ert: See ca 
competence, you can enjoy the comforting absolutely impossible to get there, homemade enees men’s cafe 
__ feeling of hot chocolate in your own home, even __in-the-pan hot chocolate is the perfect substitute 840 n 700 ec Prove 
- without the help of the cute, pig-tailed Swiss to take away that blue tinge about your lips. 373-1 5 
: maiden. All it takes is a little milk, a little sugar, Aside to dieters: Weight Watchers, Swiss 
some salt and, of course, cocoa, and voila!— Miss, and Alpine all offer sugar-free hot 
instant chocolate satisfaction. And there iseven chocolate that an have as little as 20 calories. i : 
plenty of room for variation once you get the Unbelievable, but true. While not causing the Continued 
' basic recipe down (see end of article for the ecstatic levels of pleasure possible from drinking ase 
most basic recipe ever created in the realms of “real” hot chocolate, they are something that is H V 
Betty Crocker). perhaps even better: guilt-free. ouse Oo Lo € 
Ree eet o Delis ee ee 
. Challenge yourself to see just how many of Ee eae Hot Chocolate od oe : 
fie 7 eiiions on @ hot chocolate theme you | | Id like to end with Gordon B. Hinkley’s statements about wife neglect and 
Bee re ue with this winter Stumped about | oe | abuse in October 1991 (November 1991 Ensign, “Our Solemn Responsibilities, 
9 gs. 49-52): 
ae Sr aaa ate | _ be aoe TOE! | ‘ “Somehow, I cannot understand how a man who holds the holy priesthood > 
ror Magnificent Mocha: just add about 21/2. | a, S % : l and who has entered into sacred and binding covenants before the Lord could 
Fe ons btarstank colice powder, of; if wi ne ste justify abandoning his responsibilities for his wife of eighteen years and the five 
i ait doesn't nec with your dietary plan, | 3/4 teaspoon vanilla extract | Ae Se Ngee esate sie LT ae a 
ae ie ee re ieee) leeal | a ee cream or miniature | “(Quoting from a letter sent to him by a Church member) ‘Physical and 
Beck aie fone tiile Gpiciness to cteep into [ essamarows | verbal abuse of women is INEXCUSABLE, NEVER ACCEPTABLE, AND A 
= COWARDLY WAY OF DEALING WITH DIFFERENCES, jall 
your cocoa? Add 1/8 teaspoon each of | In medium saucepan boil sugar, cocoa, | len oils eObIC dE the ab : eA GGa Holl aor vane 
pee fe gunamion Or tablespoons | Oe ree ana ae but | particularly despicable if the abuser is a priesthood holder. 
eed ec pne mint candy @Or 1/8 teaspoon | = ? : heat : Y | “Altogether too many men, leaving their wives at home in the morning and 
Be ey ke a ae eel ae ra rR ‘a going to work, where they find attractively dressed and attractively made-up 
ee | , adding vanilla and beating with a whis d th i A ond 
shivesce of ete chocolate craving, io sy 3 young women, regar themseéives as young an andsome, and as an 
Pico viis agosow of Hen'and ae Siper : eda : Makes five 8-ounce een | irresistible catch. They complain that their wives do not look the same as they 
d ‘ Nee SENET ORS RA TEME UES: did twenty years ago when they married them. To which I ‘Wh Id, 
pe oa pe Chunk pias eh I i to | tsp. cocoa, 2 tsps. sugar, salt and enough | after ies aes Bs for ne years?’ eed cies 
call “Chocolate Lover’s Dreamboat: That : : 
a0 | milk to fill cup. | “Iam satisfied that th kindly a wife i d, the | i 
Blessed ream eatin Brean? ii ae ee f A 2 am sa isfie that the more unkin ya wife is treated, tne less attractive 
eaeSite hi Rea aet ee sical y f y All variation Ca ena this articla | she becomes. She loses pride in herself. She develops a feeling of worthlessness. 
A Mf as ” : un : ategic places for are intended for the S-serving recipe. Feel | Ofcourse it shows.” 
e rest of your life, but that moment on your - : : i 
a y 4 ce et for single servings. aa Well there you have it. As I said, it isn’t an exhaustive list of statements, but 
Pier aii alee hopefully it will help us come to a basic understanding of the Church’s position 
on abuse. i 


problem with his disrespect for my personal space and for 
what I said. He didn’t understand the change in my 
behavior. It interpreted my unwillingness to let him do 
whatever he wanted as rejection of him personally. God 
granted me the power I needed to cut unhealthy ties. 

It is possible to end co-dependancy and keep the 
relationship. Both people just have to learn new “@ 
boundaries. I still wanted to be his friend, so I did things 
with him occasionally. The problem was that he didn’t 
want new boundaries. Every time I talked to him it was a 
power struggle. 

Relationships like this can appear to be a perfect match. 
The abuse is private. My friends were surprised when we 
broke up because we “got along” so well. It is amazing 
how many relationships like this exist. Now I know how to 
avoid bad relationships. They are characterized by a 
contradiction in what I truly think and feel and what I think Bin 
I am thinking and feeling. I superimpose what I think the 
other person wants me to think and feel on myself. My 
identity and confidence are lost around that person. Doubt 
creeps into my mind as my intelligence pricks little 
thoughts in my consciousness like, “This is not what you 
want.”” Now I know myself well enough to realize what I 
like and want and have enough confidence not to settle for 
anything less. The moment I start to feel black fuzzies 
from someone I politely excuse that person from my life. I 
have stopped giving away my power as well. I can share it, 
which means that I maintain my identity and participate in 
giving and receiving. 

Recently I made pasta sauce without bouillon. Before I 
ate, I prayed for my family, myself, Brother Bouillon, and 


my friends everywhere that are struggling. 
ooo 
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If you would like something in the 
calendar please call Jennifer at 375- 
0585. The deadline for submitting 
calendar items is the Friday before the 
Wednesday you would like it to 


appear. 


THEATRE & FILM 


International Cinema, Oct 26-30: 
Resurgence of Klu Klux Klan (Eng), 
Blood in the Face (Eng), Nosferatu 
(Ger), Spirit of the Beehive (Span); 
Nov 2-6: In the Shadows of the Stars 
(Eng/Opera), Distant Harmony (Eng/ 
Mand), Solaris (Rus), Death in 
Venice (Eng/Ital); 250 SWKT, call 
378-5751 for showtimes. 

Varsity Theatres, Oct 27-28: Last of 
the Mohicans; Oct 29-30: Super 
Mario Bros and Fire in the Sky; Oct 
29: (late night) Deceived; call 378- 
3311 for showtimes. 

Rags, Oct 27-30, 7:30 pm (25th: 4 
pm), Pardoe Theatre, tickets 378- 
7447. 

The Hunchback of Notre Dame, Oct 
27-Nov 13, 7:30 pm M-TH & 8 pm 
FS, Pioneer Theatre, call 581-6961. 
Beast Must Eat, Oct 29-30 
(overnight), Halloween Murder 
Mystery Dinner Theatre, Snowbird, 
521-6040 ext 4080 for info. 

Case of the Missing Heir, Oct 30, 
mystery & food, call 378-5275 for 
more info. 

Alfred Stieglitz Loves O’Keefe, till 
Nov 6, 8 pm TH-Sa & 7 pm Su, Salt 
Lake Arts Center (by Theatre Works 
West), 583-6520. 

The Mysteries: Creation, Nov 3-6, 
7:30 pm (Nov 6, also 2:30 pm), 2084 
JKHB, an adaptation of medieval 
mystery plays by Bernard Sahlins and 
directed by Darise Error, $4 or $1 for 
English Society members (see Dept. 
in 3146 JKHB). 

Wait Until Dark, till Nov 13, 
Egyptian Theatre, Park City, 649- 
9371. 

Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, 
till Nov 13, Saturdays at noon, Pages 
Lane Theatre, 292 E Pages Lane, 
Centerville, 298-1302. 

The Hasty Heart, till Nov 20, 8 pm 
MTHES, Hale Center Theater, Orem, 
$4, $5, & $6, call 226-8600. 


Sure 


1993-4 Pardoe Theatre Series, call 
378-7447 for info and tickets, shows 
are 20-30 Oct: Rags; 11-27 Nov: 
Alice in Wonderland; 10-26 Feb: 
Merry Wives of Windsor; 24 Mar-Apr 
1: Of Mice & Men; 26 May-June 4: 
Scapin; 21 July-Aug 6: Philadelphia, 
Here I Come. 


CONCERTS & LIVE 
MUSIC 


Open Mike, Oct 27, Mama’s Cafe, 
373-1525. 

Widespread Panic with My Sister 
Jane, Oct 27, 7:30 pm, Saltair, call 
Smith’s Tix, 800-888-TIXX. 

Tears For Fears with Jellyfish, Oct 
28, 7:30 pm, Saltair, call Smith’s Tix, 
800-888-TIXX. 

Cory DeMille, Oct 28, Mama’s Cafe, 
373-1525. 

Steve Call, Oct 28, 7:30 pm, Madsen 
Recital Hall (HFAC), tuba, FREE. 
Steve Anderson, Oct 29, Mama’s 
Cafe, 373-1525. 

Tubafest, Oct 29-30, 7:30 pm, 
Madsen Recital Hall (HFAC), student 
& professionals from throughout the 
state, FREE. 

Howard Jones, Oct 30, 7:30 pm, 
Saltair, call Smith’s Tix, 800-888- 
TIXX. 

Mighty Mahogany, Oct 30, Mama’s 
Cafe, 373-1525. 

Matt Harding, Oct 31, Mama’s Cafe, 
373-1525. 

Adam Prince, Nov 2, Mama’s Cafe, 
373-1525. 

Taylor McDowell, Nov 3, Mama’s 
Cafe, 373-1525. 

Depeche Mode with The The, Nov 
4, Delta Center, call Smith’s Tix, 800- 
888-TIXX or the Delta Center. 
Inaugural Organ Concert Series, 
Nov 5, 8 pm, Cathedral of The 
Madeleine, Javier Garduno of the 
Natl. Conservatory of Music in 
Mexico City, performing, FREE. 
Vocal Point, Nov 6, 7:30 pm, DeJong 
Concert Hall, HFAC, students and 
seniors $4, general public $6, tickets | 
at HFAC ticket office. 

Skavoovee, Nov 6, Spanish Fork 
Fairgrounds, bands are Special Beat, 
The Selecter, The Toasters, Skatalites, 
Insatiable, $15, tickets at Sonic 


STUDENT 


ALLOWEEN 


Sree 8 <= poet ee8enmsr pt Fees bey fare SSP tesese=-sr yt F—-a zen 


| on ae <= F— bw 


3 3 


Garden, 37-SONIC. 

Squeeze with Over the Rhine, Nov 
14, Saltair, 7:30 pm, call Smith’s Tix, 
800-888-TIXX. 

Spyro Gyra, Nov 16, Saltair, 7:30 
pm, call Smith’s Tix, 800-888-TIXX. 
Peter, Paul, & Mary, Nov 18, 
Abravanel Hall, tickets at ArtTix. 


CLUB GUIDE (shows 


change nightly) 

Bar & Grill, rock & alternative, 60 E 
800 S (SLC), 533-0340. 

Bourbon Street Bar & Grill, 
comedy, R & B, 241 S 500 E (SLC), 
359-5905. 

Cinema Bar at Spanky’s, rock & 
alternative, 45 W Broadway (SLC), 
359-1200. 

D.B. Cooper’s, jazz & acoustic, 19 E 
200 S (SLC), 532-2948. 

Dead Goat Saloon, rock & 
alternative, 165 S West Temple 
(SLC), 328-GOAT. 

DV8, modern music & live bands, 
115 S West Temple (SLC), 539- 
8400. 

Gepetto’s (Univ), jazz & acoustic, 
230 S 1300 E (SLC), 583-1013. 
Godfather’s Pizza, local bands, 333 
E 1300 S (Orem), 226-2040. 

Green Parrot, rock & alternative, 
155 W 200 S (SLC), 363-3201. 
Green Street, rock & Sat. jazz, 610 
Trolley Square (SLC), 532-4200. 
Johnny B’s Comedy Club, 300 S 
117 W (Provo), 377-6910. 

Mama’s Cafe, local everything, 840 
N 700 E (Provo), 373-1525. 

Pier 54, jazz, blues, & other, 117 N 
University Ave (Provo), 377-5454. 
Tropicana Club, live Latin 
American music, 1130 E 2100S 
(SLC), 486-9559. 

Zephyr Club, rock & alternative, 
301 S West Temple (SLC), 355- 
CLUB. 


EVENTS, ETC. 


Encountering Feminism in 
Renaissance Studies, Oct 27, 4 pm, 
2072 JKHB, visiting assistant 
professor of humanities, Mary Ann 
Maxwell, speaking for the Comp. Lit. 
Natl. Honor Society, all welcome. 


REVI 


Native-American Women, Oct 28, 
7:30 pm, 238 Kennedy Center, 
professor of English, Suzanne 
Lundquist, speaking for Voice. 
Bruce Jorgensen, Oct 28, Alumni 
House, reading 3-4 pm, reception 4-5 
pm, 1993 winner of the Utah Arts 
Council's Short Fiction Competition. 
Race & Gender & Organizational 
Culture, Oct 28, noon, 378 ELWC, 
Brown Bag Luncheon sponsored by 
the Women’s Research Institute, Kate 
Kirkham speaking. 

Provo Mayoral Candidates Panel 
Discussion, Oct 28, 3 pm, ELWC 
Memorial Lounge, Shari Holweg & 
George Stewart, sponsored by 
EcoResponse & College Democrats. 
Risks & Rewards of Professional 
Nursing, Oct 28, BYU College of 
Nursing’s 25th Annual Professional 
Conference, for info call 378-6267. 
Dance Lecture & Performance, Oct 
29, 7:30 pm, Another Language 
Studio, 345 W Pierpont (SLC), Hilary 
Carrier performing works developed 
over two-month residency, call 531- 
9419 for info. 

Comets & Asteroids, Oct 29, 7:30 & 
9:30, Summerhays Planetarium (492 
ESC), $1. 

Women’s Volleyball, Oct 29, 7:30 
pm, Smith Fieldhouse, against 
Colorado State. 

Fright & Food Fest, Oct 29, 6 pm-10 
pm, 2700 S 1100 E (SLC), haunted 
house, halloween carnival with 
games, food, prizes; proceeds to 
Hogle Zoo, 582-1631. 

Spooks in Boots Dance Festival, Oct 
29-31, The Westerner, free dance 
workshops, call Carol Thompson, 
876-3493 for contest registration, 
tules, and info. 

Haunted Castle, till Oct 30, 7:30-10 
pm M-TH & 7:30-11 pm FS, Utah 
State Mental Hospital, $5. 

Women’s Volleyball, Oct 30, 7:30 
pm, Smith Fieldhouse, against 
Wyoming. 

Boo at the Zoo (for kids), Oct 30, 
10-2 pm, Discovery Land in Hogle 
Zoo, kids will learn legends, myths, 
and folklore about Halloween 
animals, call 582-1631 for info. 

Free Tram Rides, Oct 30-31, noon-6 
pm, Snowbird, also noon-5 pm 
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entertainment: live music by Mocha 
Joe (30th) & the Salt Lake Good 
Time Jazz Band (31st), jugglers & 
magicians, call 521-6040 ext 4080 for 
info. 

Haunted Tent, till Oct 31, 7-10 pm 
M-TH & 7-11 pm FS, South Towne 
Center, $5 (American Heart Assoc.), 
322-5601. 

The Garrens (Comedy Troupe), 
Fridays at 7:30 & 9:15 pm, 2084 
JKHB (BYU), for reservations call 
(no sooner than Thurs.) 377-1556. 
America’s Living Folk Traditions, 
folk art on exhibit, U of U Art 
Museum, call 750-1412 for times. 
International Etruscan Art Exhibit, 
Oct 18-Apr 30, BYU Art Museum, 
tickets ($5 for students) go on sale 
Sept 13 for specific days/times, call 
378-BYU1. 


Bees 


EDITOR’S PICK 


This isn’t something I’d normally put 
in the calendar (due to its limited 
audience), but I just feel like I have to 
mention the South by Southwest 
Music and Media Conference taking 
place in Austin, Texas next February 
16-20th. The reason I do is (1) who 
knows what budding musicians Provo 
is nurturing/stifling (I hear Austin is 
Where Its At), (2) if one lone (and 
preferably male) person reads this, 
attends, and because of this becomes 
a raging star, that person can feel free 
to lavish gifts upon me anytime—and 
(3) early registration ($175) closes on 
Nov 12th. This conference will bring 
together music business leaders and 
journalists in over 60 panel 
discussions, workshops, and intensive 
sessions to discuss the music industry 
and media fields—and anyone who is 
serious about making music their 
career should walk there, if necessary 
(think connections), So, write to 
SXSW Headquarters, PO Box 4999, 
Austin, Texas 78765 or call (512) 
467-7979 (FAX 512-451-0754)—and 
if you see Kim Simpson there, tell 
him Hi from Jenn. 
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Experience the frighteningly realistic bowling alley of death! 


Try the 


Smashing rotted pumpkins contest! 
Bob for tasty cantaloupes! 


Come 


Prizes! 


im drag! 


Mattew Workman wasted kisses booth! 
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